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art as valorous as Hector ot'Troy } worth flue of Etgamem- 
nw > and tenne times better then the nine Worthies: ah 
Villaine. 

VaI. A rafcally SJaue, I will toffe the Rogue in a Blani 
ket. 

Hoi. Doe,if thou dar ft for thy heart: if thou doo’ft, 
lie canuasthecbctwccncapaire of Sheetes. 

Enter L^lufique. 

Page. The Mufique is come,Sir. 

Pal. Let them play: play Sir*. Sit on my Knee, Hoi. 
A Rafcall,bragging Slaue: the Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-filuer. 

Hot, And thou followcl’ft him like a Church: thou 
whorfon little ty die Bartholmew Bore-pjgge,when wilt 
thou lcaue fighting on dayes,and foyningon nights, and 
begin to patch vp thine old Body for Heauen ? 

Enter the Prince and Potties disguis'd. 

iti 


Fd« Peace (gooc5 Z)^dDenocfpcalce like a Deaths- 
head: doe not bid me remember mine end P 
DeL Sirrha, what humor is the Prince of? 

Fd, A good (hallow young fellow ; hce would haue 
made a good Pander * lice would haue chipp'd Bread 
well. 

Dol t They fay Points hath a good Wit. 

Pal, Hcc a good Wit f hang him BabooiiCjWs Wit is 
as thicke as Te wksburie Muftard; there is no mojc con¬ 
ceit in hinijthen is in a Mallet* 

DoL Why doth the Prince lone him fo then ? 

TaL Becanfc their Leggcs are both of a bigneffc: and 
hee phyts at Quoirs weil,and cates Conger and Fennell^ 
and drinkfs off Candles ends for Flap dragons,and rides 
the wdde- Mare with the Boyes,and iumpes vpon loyuM- 
Rooks, and fweares with a good grace^ and wearcs his 
Boot very finooth^Iike vnto the Signc of the Legge; and 
breedes no bate with telling ofdikreete Rories; and fuch 
other Gatnholl Faculties hee hath, chat fhewa weake 
Mindcjand an able Body/or the which the Prince admits 
him 1 for tlic Prince himjfelfe is fuch another ; the 
weight of an luyre will tutne the Scales becwtcnc their 
Habcr-dc-fois . 

Privet. Would not this Naue of a Whccle haue his 
Hares cut off? 

Fow m Lev vs beat him before his Whore. 

Prince* Lookc, if the withcrid Elder hath not his Poll 
dawM like a Parrot, 

Pom, is it nor Rrange s that Defire fliould fo many 
yceres cmt-liue performance > 

Fill, Kiffe mf M 

Prince- SaHirnc and Vmtit this yecre in Conjunction? 
Whacfayes-the Almanack to rhat ? 

*P$hu And 1 00 kc whether the fierie Trigcn his Man^ 
be not Jifpjbg to his M&Rcrs old TablesJiisNote-Booke, 
his Councell.keeper ? 

FaL Thou do’ft giuc me Rattling Kufies- 
DoL Naytmely, 1 kiffe thcevmh.a moft confhnt 
heart. 

Fa/* I am nlde, I am oid*. 

DoL I lone thee better,then 1 loue ereafeuruieyoung 
of them all* 

What Sruffe Wilt thou haue a Kink of ? I (hall 
onThursday; thou (halt haueaCappe 
morrow, A merrie Song, come ; it growes late, 


otKintn ^ ai 


your r f . 
iiortht 


mv 


wee will to Bed. Thou wilt fo re ,. t ^ 
gone. g 1 ^ vvheo j 

Del. Thou wilt fet me a weeping if t k 

proue chat euerl dreffe my felfc handfomef y>fl * 
tiirne: well,hearken the end. * 11 ^ thy 

Fal. Some Sack, Francis. 

Trm.Poin . A(ion,anon,Sir. 

Fal. Ha? aBaftardSonncofthcKitmo a , 

thou pomesi his Brother ? S ■ And 

Prince. Why thou Globe of finfull C 
a Life do’ft thou lead ? 

Fal. A better then thou: I am a n P „<-i 
a Drawer. 

Prince. Very true, Sir: and I come t 0 d raw v 
by the Bare*. aw y°uom 

Hofl. Oh, the Lord preferuc thy good 
cometo London. Now Heauen blcilc that 
of thine: what,are you come from Walc E > WeKe Pa « 
Fal. Thou whorfon road Compound of' Mii.n- 
this light FIefh,and corrupt Blcod.thouan b l 

Hoi. How?you fat FooIe.I fcornc you, ‘ 0nJc ' 
Pom. My Lord, hee will driue you oiit of v 
uenge, and turne all to a merry ment, if yotl 

Prince You whorfon Candle-royneyou, 
did you fpeake of meeuen now, before this hontft ' 
tupua,duill Gentlewoman ? 

Hofi 'Bieflrng on your good heart, andfolkcthL 
y troth. 1SC J 

fnl Didftthouhearcme? 

Prince. Yes: 3i;d you Itncw me,as you did whien vm 
ranne away by Gads-hiil: you knew I wa ( at y our |,, ( v 
and (poke it on purpole.to trie my patience. 1 

Fal.' No,no,no: not fo: 1 did not thinke, thou v?j| 
within hearing. 

Prince. 1 fliail driue you then to coivfcfle the yi-ilfy]] 
abide* and then 1 knowhow to handle you. 

FaL No abtife on mine Hono^no abufe. 

Prince. Not to difprayfe m-?and call mtPaatkr^^ 
Bread-chopper, and I know not what? 

Fkl. Noabul 

Pom, Noabufc? 

F$U Noabufe (Ned) in the World 5 honeftMrfnoiie, 
I difpraysM him before the Worked f that the Wicked 
might no t fall in ]oue with him: In which doing, 1 haue 
done the part of a carefnll Fricrd,and a true Sublet^ 
thy Father is to giuemc thankes forit. Noabufe(ftJ:) 
none(A/W)none5 noBoycs^ione, 

Prince 4 See now whether pure Feare^andcndfeCow- 
ardifCj doth not make thee wrong this vemiousGfntlt* 
woman^to clofe with vs? I s foee of the Wickd ?Is thine 
HoRefle heere, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
Wicked ? Or honeft Bnrdokh (whole Zealeburnes in bis 
Nofc^ of the Wicked ? 
foin, Anfwcre thou dead EIme ? anfwere. 

FaL The Fiend hath priclccdownc$iflr^t?/^irr«OLe- 
rablc, and his Face hLucifers Priuy-Kitdnti, where bee 
doth nothing but roft Mauit^Wormes : for the Boy, 
there is a good Angeil about him, but the Dewill 0^- 
bids him too* 

P>mce, Forthe Women? 

Pd, For one of them, (hce is in Hell alradiCi m 
burnes poore Soules ; for the other, I owe her Mo* 
ney ; and whetherfoee becdamn'd for diar> IhM 
nor. 

Hoff, NoJ warrant you. 

¥d> No, 
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i4 . there is anochcv Indiitmenrvpon thee, 
l0 bee eaten in thy boufc, contrary to 
ie which 1 thinke thou wilt howle. 

Viflnailers doe fo : What is a loynt of 
v (ul mn,ortwo,in a whole Lent ^ 

W U ' C ’ You Gentlewoman. 
an! What fayes your Grace ? 

Hjs Grace fayesthat, which his fleih rcbells 


Who knocks fo lowd at doore ? Looketothc 
Joorc there, Francis ? 

Enter Peto. 

Prince, f^c.how now ? what newes ? 
fete. The King,your Father,!* at Wefiminfter, 

A d there ate twentie wcake and wearied Poftes, 

7^ from the North: and as I came along, 
and ouet-tookeadozenCaptame^ 
Bare'beadedjfweatiog, knocking at theTauernes, 

And asking encry one for Sir John Falfiafe. 

" p rsMe . By Heauen (Pointt)l feele me muchcoblame, 
teidlytoprophane the precious rime, 

WbenTempeft ofCommoitian^likc the South, 
game with black Vapour, doth begin to rock:, 

And drop vpon our bare vn armed headai 
Giue me my S word,and Cloake; 
calStS,goodnight. 

filsl. Now comes in the fwceteft Morfell of the 
rtjglu,and wee muff hence, and leape it vnpickt. More 
knocking at- the doorc? How now ? what’s the-mat* 

ter ? : : ? ■ 

'Bard. You muft away to Coart.Sir.prefently,- 
Adozen Captaines flay at doote for you; 

Taljl. Pay the Mufitianj, Sirrha -: farewell Hoftcfife, 
farewell DoL You fee (my good Wcnches/how men of 
i Merit are fouglv- after: the vndeferacr may flcepe,when 
' the man of Adiorr is call’d on. Farewell good Wenches: 
iflbenotfent away pofte, I will fee you againe, ere I 

goc. . ; ■ • ■ 

Dal. I cannot fpeake : if my heart bee not rcadie 
to burft—- Well ( fwcete- Iacke) haue a circ of thy 

life. ' • ' ; • 

Faljl. Farewell, farewell. • Exit. 

Hott. Well, fare frwewell: Yhaue knownc thee 
thefe twentie nine yecrcs, cortie Pcfcod-time: but an 
honefta-and truer-hearted’man—— Well, fare thee 
well,. ■ ■ . - ' 

Bard. Miftris Teare-jhect. 

Bop, What’s the matter?-•' ‘ 

Bard. Bid.Miffris Tear&fheet come to my Mafler. 

Hofi. Oh mnne Hoi, ruiine; runne,good Hoi. 

Exeunt, 


Enter the Kin*, with a face. 

y ^ o 

ff^.GoejCall the Harks of Surrey % m6 of Warwick * 
But crc they comCjbid them ote-rcade theie Letters, 
And well confidcr of them : make good fpeed. Exit, 


Actus Ter tins. Seem Trim a. 


How manythoufandof mypooreft Subietft* 

Are 3t this bowre aflcepc ? O Slecpe ,0 gentle Slccpe, 
Natures I'ofcNurfe, how haiie'J frighted chee, 

That tKou no more w-i!t weigh my eye-lids downc. 

And ftccpc my Sences in Forgctfulneffc? 

Why rather (Sleepe) lyefi thou in fmoakie Crib's, 

Vpon vneafie Pajiads llretching thee. 

And liuiflit with bulling Night, flyes to thy flumber. 
Then in the perfum’d Chambers of the Great ? 

Vndcr the Canopies of coflly State, 

And lull'd with founds of fwceteft Mclodie ? 

O thou dull Godjwhy iyeft thou with the vilde. 

In loathfome Beds,and leau’ft the Kingly Couch, 

A Watch-cafe,or a common Latum-Bell ? 

Wilt thou, vpon the high and giddie Maft, 

Scale vp the Ship-boy cs Eyes,and rockhjs Braincs, 

In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in the viStation of thfrWindes, 

Who take the Ruffian Biltowes by the top, 

Curling their monftrous headSjand hanging them 
With deaff'ning Clamors in the flipp’ry Clouds, 

That with the hurley,Death it felfe awakes e 
Canft thou (O pa mall Slwpe) glue thy Repofe 

To the wet Sea-Boy ,in an hou re fo rude: 

And in thecalmeft.and moft ftilleft Night, 

With all appliances, and rheanes to boote, 

Deny it to aKing?Then liapp^y Lowe.lye downe a 
Vneafie lyes the Head,that wcares a Crowne. 

Enter Warwick? and Surrey. 

War. Many good-raortowesto youi Mideftie. 

King, Is it good-morrow,Lords ? 

War. *Tis One a Clock, and poft. 

AT/^.Why tberi good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 
Haue you rcado’re the Letters that I lent you £ 

War. We haue (my Liege,) '■ 

Kiu%- Then you perceiue the Body of our Kingdoms* 
How foule it is: what ranke Difcafes grow. 

And with what dangcr,neere the Heart of it ? 

War. It is but as a Body,yet diflempet’d, 

Which to his former ftreogth may be reftor’d, 

With good aduice,and little Medicine: 

My Lord Northumberland will foone be cool’d. 

jif/»£.Oh Heauen, that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And fee the reuoluuon of the Times 
Make Mountain?; leuell,and the Continent 
( Wcarie of folide firmeneffe)melt it felfe 
Into the Se3: and other Titn“» to fe e 
The beachie Girdle of theOecan 
Too wide for Neptunet h ippes; how Chances tnocks 
And Changes fill the Cuppeof Akeration 
With diuers Liquors.’Tis not tenne yeeres gone, 

Since ^rc/&<ird,and Northumberland, great friends, 

Did fcaft together; and in two yeeres after. 

Were they at Warres. It is but eight ycere* fince, 

This Percte was the man,reereft my Soule, 

Who,like a Brother, toyl’d in my Affaires, 

And layd his Loue and Life voder my foot: 

Yea,for my fake,cuen to the eyes of Pochard 
Gauchim defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Coufin Neutl, as I may remember) 

When Richard^nh his Eye,brim-full of TeareSj 
(Then check’d,and rated by Northumberland) 

Did fpeake thefe words (now prou'd aProphecie:) 
Northumberland,tbou Ladder,by the which 

My 
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